CALL  NO   MAN   HAPPY

in life. I even have a feeling that he would have been displeased to
find me too faithful a disciple.

I've been afraid for a long time/ he said to me one day, 'that you
would become too intelligent. I am reassured.'

This pronouncement, harsh though it sounded, gave me a strange
pleasure. It came from a reader of Balzac and Comte and from the
man who used to say: 'In my eyes every proof is clearly discredited/

My father had decided to give me a month's vacation each year. I
spent the first one in England. For years I had fed on English poets
and novelists; I felt a profound affinity with them and wished to
become better acquainted with their language. I put an advertise-
ment in one of the London papers asking for lodging in a private
home for a young Frenchman. A hundred replies came. I selected
a widow who lived in Richmond on the bank of the Thames and
who had three daughters aged sixteen, eighteen, and twenty. My
memory of this first month in England is a mixture of the Micawbcr
family and Italian comedy. My hostess was the widow af a dancing
teacher of good Norman stock, who had left an honoured name but
no estate. At the time of my sojourn the only money there was in
the house was the thirty shillings I paid each week for my board.
On that all of us had to live; and the meals consisted of such stuff
as dreams are made on. But the three girls, Flprcncc, Mary and
Daphne, were ravishing. If I w,ished to take one of them to the
theatre or out on the river, I had to buy her an evening dress or a
hat, for they lacked everything. It made no difference to them. They
were young and gay. In their company I saw the first plays of Shaw
and Bennett, and musical comedies whose songs we sang on the
way home, and the Follies of Pelissier, which were then the rage in
London.

At first I went out impartially with each of the three sisters in
turn. Then Florence, the eldest, took the lead. Gentle, brown-haired,
with the face of a Botticelli virgin, she was unexpectedly bold. I
used to go with her every day to Richmond or Kew; I would hire a
boat and take her out on the Thanies. To be honest, we never went